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Y 4 CITIZEN OF THE WORLD, 


Death is the worst ; ® fate which all must try; £4 
And for our Country tis a bliss to die. | | 

The gallant man, tho* slain in fight he be, | 
Yet leaves his Nation cafe, his Children free 3 3 
Entails a debt on all the grateful state: | 5 
His own brave Friends shall glory in his fate :; 

His Wiſe live honour'd, all his Race 

And late Posterity enjoy the deed! 
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To | 
EARL STANHOPE, 


MY LORD, 


I reſpetiſully dedicate TI Parrot to you, 
the celebrity of Name will 


Afier having evinced your Patriotiſm to the 
World by your Integrity in the Senate, it muſt be 
pleaſing to every worthy mind to know, that your 
Exertions for the good of Society continge un- 


Your Improvements in the Arts and Sciences, 
moſt conducive to the Happineſs of the Com- 
munity, dignify your Retirement: and thoſe 
Works of your inventive and beneficent Genius 


will immortalize your Name. 
I am, My Lord, with that lively Eſteem which 
your ciyic Virtue merits, 


A CITIZEN OF THE WORLD. 
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are pur ſued to their boats by the Iriſh — Cormac 
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Cormac dies. —The Iriſh Army carry the wounded 


ef the field of battle. —The Bards celebrate the 
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the dead. Dirge at the grave of Cormac and 
 Ellen.—The Poem concludes with Connal's Ex- 
hortation to the Army. 
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boyd, + payne ardour on . 

Along the ſhore vaſt headlands _— * 
curves, in morning's r array 

On the wild peak, to vent rous . 


Diſtant . note: 5. eyes. 


Here fwell'd high ; 
d ſummits, tow'ring like a cone 

There, pon rous cliffs, by time's ſtrong hand 

o'erthrown, | 


Hung 
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Hung o'er the precipice—the eagle there 
Built her rude neſt, and breath'd the pureſt air. 
Green woods adom'd the mountain's iloping fide, 
There funny lawns were rob'd in Nature's pride; 
From guſhing fountains, ſhining ſtreamlets play d 
Down the. roitgh ſteep, in many a clear caſcade, 
With tuneful murmurs mingling in the plain, 
In bounteous rivers winding to the main. 
Expanſive lakes in wavy beauty flow'd, 
And to the vales unſailing brooks beſtow'd; 
Along their banks young ſhepherds fed their flocks, 
While goats far-wand' ring browz'd on woody 
rocks: 
There, lurking volves ſprung on their heedleſs 
C * 
And 7 bore the bleeding prize away. 
Gentle and tender as the guileleſs dove, 
The beauteous Women charm'd the heart with 
love! 
The Men reliev'd, with hoſpitable band 
The ſhipwreek'd ſtranger caſt upon their land: 
But if with hoſtile arms they ſought che ſhore, 
Free Erin's ſand was moiſten'd with their gore. 
In manly ſports along the level green, 
Each ſummer's eve, the active youth were ſeen. 
They wreſtle, leap, or throw the ſhining dart, 
In ſportive fight they learn the martial art ; 
On their ſmall ſhields receive the well-aimed blow, 
While in their hearts heroic ardours glow. 


Their 


148 
Their ſwords keen-edged and pointed for the fight, 
Which their bold fathers, with victorious might, 
Aim'd like deſcending lightning on the Dane! 
Now glitter'd harmleſs o'er the peaceful plain. 
The chaſe heroic Cormac lov'd, whoſe art 
Sent with unerringaim the pointed dart; 
Oſt in the vales he train'd the youthful band, 
The living bulwark of their native land: 
Belov'd and honour'd, thus he paſs d bis days, 
And from the hoary Bards oft heard his praiſe. 
Ellen, the ſweeteſt of Jerne's maids, 
Smil'd like the Genius of her native ſhades! 
In perfe& ſymmetry, her youthful form = 
Luxuriant ſhone, with vital ſpirits warm; 
Her face, expreſſive of her blameleſs mind, 
Bloom'd with the faireſt hues of health combin'd ; 
Her dark-blue eyes, where love and pity fmil'd 
In faireſt light! expreſs'd her temper mild; 
Redundant flow'd her ſhining light-brown hair, 
Adown ber graceful neck, and boſom fair $ 
While thro” the veil the living beauties riſe, 
Through parting clouds :he moon thus chears our 
Young Cormac the delightful virgin lov'd, 
And his fond vows her feeling heart approv'd. 
Four genial moons their varying lights had ſhed, 
Since his lov'd conſort grac'd the nuptial bed; 
One morn, with ſpirits lively as the breeze, 
Blithe Cormac climb'd a mountain mid the trees; 
Light- 
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Light-arm'd, his poliſh'd darts the wolves atreft, 
And lively pleaſure fills his throbbing breaſt; 
Tin panting with fatigue and noontide heat, 
Beneath a cliff he finds a ſhady ſeat. | 
To the wide main he turns his curious eyes, 
And thinks he ſees ſmall floating clouds ariſe ; 
But viewed attentively, they ſoon appear 
A num'rous fleet, which tow'rds Jerne ſteer. 
Awhile hegazes on the coming ſtorm, 

And gen'rous paſſions his brave boſom warm : 
— ——— 09 HII9E AT 

The lofiy precipice he now deſcends, 

And with commanding voice convenes his friends: 
« My Countrymen! the Danes approach our coaſt— 
To arms !—repel the foe—or all is loſt! 
Let ſwiſieſt meſſengers the tidings bear, 
* To bid the diſtant villagers prepare. | 
« While Erze horns the villagesalarm.* 

Swiſt at his word the nimble couriers fly, 

His village brethren, with a martial cry, 
Proclaim their ardour, andtheir leader hail !— 
The women, with furprize and terror pale, 
Alarm'd, and trembling, hear the boiſt'rous ſound; | 
Which all the neighb'ring woods and hills rebound ; 
_ They claſptheir children with a fond embrace, 
And all prepare to leave the dang rous place. 
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The aged men, and ſtriplings immature, 
With eager haſte the herds and flocks ſecure, 
Together clriven, to a diſtant glen, 
By mountains hid, and ſeldom trod by men; 
With them, the mothers, maids, and children fly, 
With tearful eyes, and many a mournful figh. 
Yet, ere they go, they bid a fond adieu 
To their defenders! who, arrang'dto view, 
In order ſtood, with helmets, ſpears, and ſhields, 
While fading twilight glimmer'd oer the fields. 
N N RRR 
W | 
Till Corm ac, leader of the valiant band, 
Repreſs'd their wailings with a mild command: 
« Forbeat thoſe ſounds of woe, (the Hero faid,) 
& You know our glorious anceſtors oft bled, 

To keep the lovely vales of Erin free, 
And ſhield their beauteous women's chaſtity ; 
« Then why unman my fellow-ſfoldiers here, 
« With fooliſh wailings, and the dropping tear? 
« No—rather rouze your countrymen to arms! 
To guard from foreign violence your charms.” 


He paugd—then upwards turn'd his ſparkling 
eyes, 


And thus addreſs'd the Pow's who rules the ſkies : 
« GuarDIian or Erin! to thy creatures lend 


k by which we vill deſend 
Our 


( 1 ) 


Our native Iſland from a foreign foe, 

That comes our focial comforts to o' erthrow.“ 

He ceas'd—and from the villagenow appears 

A mournful maiden, trembling with her fears: 

* Oh! Cormac—haſte,”” ſhe cries, © thy Ellen fair 

« Now tears, with frantic hand, her graceful hair ; 

« Haſte, haſte to comfort her afllicted mind, 

Nor leave thy darling indeſpair behind!” - 

The youthful Warrior to his Ellen flies; 

The weeping women then renew their cries. 

Now Cormac at his native cot arrives, 

His well-known voice his fainting ſpouſe revives, 

Prone at his feet the weeping fair-one fell, 

And claſp d the knees of him ſhe lov'd fo well! 

« Ah! whither would'ft thou go !—my guardian, 

fy, - 

« Nor leave me here to certain death a prey ; 

« Soul of my life! thou dearer than my breath! 

*I never never can ſurvive thy death! 

* And well I know the ardour of thy mind, 

& Intent on glorious deeds, to danger blind, 

« Will o' erwhelm thee inthe gulph of fate, 

* And leave me here in a defenceleſs ſtate!” 

Convulſive ſobs her failing voice ſuppreſs d, 

And dropping tears impearl'd her beauteous breaſt; 

In wild diſorder flow'd her auburn hair, 

And cloudy grief o ercaſt her aſpect fair. 

Her huſband ſlowly rais d her in his arms, 

And to his ſighing boſom claſp'd thoſe charms, 
Which 
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Which nel er again ſhall bleſs his eager fight! 

No more her dulcet voice his ears delight! 

No more her eyes, mild-beaming pureſt love, 
With extacy his thrilling boſom move! 

No more her ſocial virtues warm his heart— 

The moment's come - they mult forever part? 

« My deareſt Ellen! why this uſeleſs woe? 

Thy Cormac muſt repel th invading foe ; 

« Our Iſland claims her fons' prote &ing care, 

For her the iron mail of war I wear! 

« And guarding her, my much-lov'd friends I free 
From flaviſh fears and Dan: / tyranny. 

« Remember, Love! how in our youthful ſtate, 
« I ſnatchd my Ellen from the jaws of fate; 
* When the fell wolf my charming girl purſu'd, 
With glaring eyes, andtuſks diftain'd with blood; 
* While on the wings of fear my darling fled, 

« My rapid dart tranfix d his horrid head! 
Thus ſhall the cruel Danes before us fall, 

£ Nor by their proweſs Erin's Sons enthrall. 

% Adieu, my deareſt Love!” —he ſighing faid, 
At the afflicting ſounds her ſpirits fled, 

And fainting, life ſeem'd ready to depart, 

So much conflicting paſſions rent her heart. 
Recover'd, by her kind attendauts* care, 

She for her ſad departure muſt prepare. 

Now Brian comes to view his native band, 


Where on a little hull in arms they ſtand. 


_ Ofe 
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on had he labour's in the field of fight, 
And dzeds of glory were his chief delight: 
Tho” age had long relax d his weaken'd arm, 
His animating eloquence could warm; 
And while the moon aſcends above the main, 
He thus harangues the patriotic train: 

« My Countrymen! I hope you'll ſoon oerthrow, 
« By brave exertions, Erin's ancient foe ; 

Ad like your fathers, and the Danes expel, 
Then Liberty and Peace with you will dwell. 
This feeble arm of mine, once young and ftrong, 
« Atchiev'd bold feats, that live in ſacred fong z 
« The leader of your fathers I have been, 
* And toil'd with them in many a dreadful ſcene. 
« My Cormac's now your Chief, by gen ral choſce, 
« In battle ſtill obey his loſty voice; 

*The martial art, I taught my only fon, 
In open field the ambuſcade to ſhun ; 
« With ſteady valour to attack the foe, 


* And ſtrike a powerful, deciſive blow! [crown 


Ad ſo—and may kind Heav'n with conqueſt .. 


« Yourarms,and ſacred Bards chaunt your renown.” 
With chearſul ſhouts the youth their zeal expreſs, 
While Brian breathes a pray'r for their ſucceſs. 
By Cormac led, the noble-minded train 
March to the ſhore, deſpiſing death and pain! 
There jd by dee band, d hey 
— — murmurs of the deep; 


While 
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While ſentries, plac'd along the ſhelly firand, 
Wich watchſul vigilance attentive ſtand. 
Contiguous t the ſhore, at anchor lay 
The Fleet, ſecur'd by the prutetting bay: 
Thirty large ſhips a dreadful line compoſe, 
O'er which the moon her filver radiance throws; 
In each, one hundred choſen warnors lie | 
Aſleep, till roſy morn illumes the ſky. 

Orfar, the leader of the hardy hoſt, 

In war was frozen Denmark's fay'rite boaſt; 
Inur'd from infancy to toils of war, 

The love of glory gain'd him many a ſcar: 

In confli& with the Swede, and Ruſſian dire, 
Triumphant, with the army he return'd, 

And for preferment his proud boſom burn'd; 
This Canute gave, amid the ſons of fame, 
He grac'd young Orfar with a General's name, 
Retain'd him at the Court, where Evak's eyes 
Made the imperious hero's heart her prize. 
Zval, the only child of Denmark's King, 
Was fair as the ſweet roſe-bud of the ſpring! 
In her meek aſpeQ, and fine form pourtray'd, 
Shone the perfection of a beauteous maid. 
Ambition warm'd young Orfar, and his mind, 
Pleas'd with the preſent, to the future blind, 


Urg'd the bold deed—the Princeſs he addreſs'd, 
And wild ſurprize afſail'd her panting breaſt : | 
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With ſecret paſſion for the youth ſhe pin'd, 
And now fond rapture overwhelm'd her mind: 
Wich mien confus d, and bluſh of roſy light, 
She look'd enchanting to the hero's fight; 
Her modeſt graces triumph'd oer his breaſt, 
Fault'ring, he love's perſuaſive vows expreſs'd. 
His graceful form—his eyes, where valour's fire 
Was blended with the beams of fond defire, 
Prevail'd—and fighing, trembling with her fears, 
She own'd her love, with eyes ſuffus'd with tears! 
Alas! thoſe tears were ominous of death ! 
Soon mult thy favour'd Orfer yield his breath! 
By Canute ſummon'd, mid approving friends, 
To know his maſter's will he now attends. 
The Monarch ſpoke “ Thou, Orfar, muſt pre- 
pare - 

« T'invade the iſland fann'd by weſtern air; 

«* Jerne, where our warriors oft have bled, 
* Or, vanquiſh'd by the natives, fwiſtly fled. 
« Atchieve this conqueſt, and I promiſe here, 
* And, by my Regal ſceptre, I'm fincere ! 
« Whatever favour Canute can beſtow, 
Shall be thy meed, victorious o'er the foe.” 
He ceas'd; and Orfar bow'd before the throne, 
% One favour I entreat, and one alone; 
This granted, fair Jerne ſhall be thine, 

« 'Tho' all her ſons to guard the ifle combine.” 
« I'll grant it, Orfar ”” the glad King reply d; 
Then let the lovely Princeſs be my bride.” 


The 
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The Monarch paus d re volving in his mind 
The various dangers that await mankind; 
The Gen'ral's peril of the fea and field, 
At length perſuaded him affent to yield. 
He roſe—with Orfar to a room retir'd, 
Where fat the Royal maid, by all admir'd ; 
She heard the terms, on which Jerne's ifle 
Muſt yield ſubmiſſive to the warrior's toil ; 
With bluſhing modeſty ſhe gave conſent, 
And trembling from her father's preſence went, 
The General then retir'd, with lively joy! 
Review'd the army eager to deſtroy ! 
Where foaming billows break with hollow roar. 
*Ere Orfar ſail'd, he haſtily withdrew, 
To bid his lovely Princeſs an adicu! 
He found her weeping in a fragrant bow'r, 
Her beauties drooping, like a rain-beat flow r! 
The hero fondly feated by her fide, 
From her fair face the drops of forrow dry*d; 
A trankent ſmile her mournful eyes illum'd, 
And on her cheek the roſe of beauty bloom'd! 
Thus, ſudden ſunſhine nature beautifies, 
And breaks the cloud that o'er the landſcape flies; 
Her hope was cheriſh'd of his ſafe return, 
And fondly chear'd, awhile ſhe ceas'd to mourn ! 
But, when her lover ſlowly roſe to go, 
Her pleaſures were bedimn'd by gloomy woe; 

B | She 
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She preſs'd the youthful hero to her breaſt, 
And ſigh'd her forrow, not to be expreſs'd! 
Alas! alas! it was a laſt embrace! | 
Their mingling tears flow'd plenteous down each 
face 3 | f 

A parting kiſs gave Orfar to the tomb, 

And gave to waſting forrow Evah's bloom! 
The Gen' ral went on board, the hoiſted fails 
Were ſpread to intercept the flying gales ; 
Which with impulſive power, along the main, 
To peaceſul Erin bore the hoſtile train. 

Now roſy morn appears, encreaſing light 
Eflulgent riſes o'ernthe mountain's height: 

To their dark dens the howling wolves retire, 
The glonous Morning's beams the birds inſpire 
With joy, ſweet warbled from the leafy grove, 
While chearful larks aſcending fing above. 
No early ſootſlep marks the dewy green, 
No playful lamb, nor grazing ox are ſeen; 
The flowing tide rolls on with hollow roar, 
The ſparkling waves that daſh the rocky ſhore; 
And ſcreaming fea-fowl ſkim the ſwelling tide, 
Where near the land the ſhips at anchor ride. 
The bold invaders in their boats deſcend, 

And row to land, where ſoon they muſt contend 
Wich Erin's Sons—along the spacious ſtrand, 


Form'dby their chicfsin order'd ranks, they ſtand. 


Fierce Orfar views the lines with ſkilful eyes, 
Excites to victory, and ſhews the prize: 


« Brave 
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* Brave Danes * he cries, « he hold the beauteous 
ſcenc! 
« Sce! ev'n the higheſt mountains rob'd in green; 
* Rich is this bliſsful iſle, and mild the clime, 
% Here earth beſtows her fruits in perfect prime; 
« And ſhall yon timid bands their iſle defend? 
« Your vet'ran valour will their force tranſcend; 
Like a ſhort blaze their courage will expire, 
« Like fearful deer the daſtards will retire. 
Gain but this battle, and the iſle is our's, 
* Its cultur'd fields, and fair Elyſian bow'rs! 
„We fail'd from Denmark's bleak and barren 
© Thro' ſtormy ſeas, Jerne to explore; 
« Andoft ye murmur'd at the kind decree 
« That ſent us hither, o'er the ſpacious fea. 
« Of all your toils, behold the rich reward, 
« Nor think the painful taſk of conflict hard. 
Exe yon bright ſun beſtows his noontide light, 
« We'll be victorious in the glorious fight; 
$ Then yon thin ranks ſhall vanquiſh'd vaſſals 
* And their fair women at our feaſts attend!“ 
With chearful ſhouts the Danes their Gen'ral hail, 
And the loud ſounds fly on the morning gale. 
The Iriſh warriors Cormac's voice obey, 
He rouſes them to arms with rifing day; 

And down the diſtant hills for many a mile, 
Erin's brave youth deſcend to guard their iſle. 

| Aſſembled 
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Aﬀembled near the foe, in arms they ſtand, 
The bands obedient to their chief's command. 
Two thouſand men in arms, elate, and brave, 
Reſolv'd to march to conqueſt, or the grave! 
The chiefs in ſilence on the Bards await, 
Who, rob'd in white, approach in ſolemn ſtate: 
In the left hand the tuneful harp they bear, 
And wave the right, the warriors to prepare ; 
While Connal, chief of Bards, begins the ſtrain, 
To animate with zeal the warlike train. 
He views the ſparkling luſtre of their eyes, 

Ap9 iis font youre bigs aodent velguy vide? 
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Erin's hope! my ſoul's delight! 
Now attack your country's foe ; 
Let themfeel your manly might, 
Lay the bold invaders low. 
 Oft your fathers met the Dane, 
With victorious graſp in fight; 
And along the crimſon d plain, 
Clos'd their eyes in endleſs night. 
Firmly face the pointed lance, 
Bruken on the guarding ſhield ; 
Like a torrent ſtill advance, 
And with laughter fill the field. 
If like cowards ye retrea, 
And your native iſle betray, 
Erin hapleſs ſons this day. 


1 

Would your women violate; 
And the happineſs o'erthrow 

Of your peaceful, ſocial ſtate. 
Think of Liberty enjoy d, 

Now in danger to be loſt ! 
Rouſe! O! rouſe your martial pride, 
When ye face the Dani/h hoſt! 
Now defend your children dear, 
Parents—Women— Native Iſle! 
Baniſh every trembling fear, 

Then ſhall conqueſt on you ſmile! 
In firm ranks repel the Dane, 
Charge them in old Erin's name! 
Where your fires have aften ſlain 
Their ſelecteſt ſons of fame. 


And dreadful on the foe they pour along! 
The Danes await them, eager to engage, 
And hoſtile ranks now cloſe with cruel rage. 

As ſome volcano, from its burſting fide, 

Emits a fiery torrent on the tide; 

ImpelFd by ſtorm the adverſe ſurges riſe ; 
Till mix d in confli on the quaking ſhore, 
Thoſe elements contend with awful roar! 
And o'er the plain aſcends a duſty cloud. 


The 
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The Sons of Erin, ardent, valiant, fierce, 
The thickeſt ranks of their opponents pierce ; 
The wary enemy, inur'd to fight, 
Surround their bands, and frowning like the night, 
Imperious Orſar, Gen ral of their hoſt, 5 
Slays Erin's heroes on their native coaſt. 
High on the gilded helm that guards his head, 
Three fable plumes their waving beauty fpread ; 
His well-trid ſhicld repels each hoſtile dart, 
And fanguine vengeance fills his fearleſs heart. 
New to the fight, the gallant Cormac views 
Where war with mangled men the plain beſtrews j 
He ſees his countrymen by danger preſs d, 
And all 71s ParR1O r rouſes in his brealt! 
Swift as a whirlwind on the foe he flies, 
The hapleſs Dane who meets his weapon, dies! 
His wife ! his country! nerve his manly arm, 
He life contemns to guard them free from harm ; 
With ev'ry blow he ſtrikes new ardours riſe, 
And warlike luſtre fills his eager eyes. | 
The Sons of Erin, weak with breathleſs toil, 
Shrink—while their ſmoaking blood diſtains the 

foil; 
With frantic ſhouts they fly, and wild diſmay, 
With tenfold horror, fills their diſarray! 
The furious Danes their broken bands purſue, 
And in their guſhing lives their hands imbrue. 
Fierce Cormac with indignant ſoul retires, 
And, rallid on a hill, the troops iuſpires 
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With love of Liberty. Alas! my friends, 
« This fatal day our country's Freedom ends! 
« Ne'er in our vales ſhall joyful ſounds de heard; 
« By our ferocious conquerors deterr'd; 
* 'Tim'rous as deer, our youth their neck ſhall 

dend 5 | 
« Beneath the yoke—and Er:n's glory end! 
„Oh! think how oft yon woody hills have rung, 
„When tuncful Bards the bold atchievements 
ſung 

« Of our brave anceſtors, who Freedom lov'd, 
And in the field of war their valour prov'd! 
« And ſhall Ws fly? ah! ſhall we tamely yield 
« Our country's rights, nor our dear kindred ſhield 
From rapine, violation, death, and chains, 
« Shall our beſt friends be vaſſals to the Danes? 
« No!—firmly graſp your ſwords, one effort try, 
« For our lov d ifle we'll conquer, or we'll die.” 
Encourag'd thus, the hardy ranks again 
Deſcend with rapid fury | to the plain; 
Like the red lightning, Cormac's — 
ſword 
Deſtroyd the Danes, and Erin's hope reſtord. 
The Dani/k troops, inur d to ſcenes of death, 
Condenſe their ranks, and rouſe their utmoſt 
Their fable ſhields in front they firmly bear, 
Of the fierce Jriſi energy aware. 


Terne's 
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Terne's Sons impetuoully aſſail 

This formidable phalanx, and prevail ; 
The broken ranks before the vidors fly, 
And mingled groans and ſhouts aſcend the ſky. 

A foreſt thus refiſts a ſudden blaſt, 

But the encreaſing ſtorm prevails at laſt ; | 
Uproots the ſtrongeſt trees, with dreadful noiſe, 
And all the beauty of the ſcene deſtroys ! 
Amid the carnage of the dreadful fight, 
Intrepid Orfar, fill'd with martial might, 
Repels the Ir:/h, aided by his men, 
And ſeeming conqueſt crowns his arms again. 
Young Cormac, breathleſs with inceſſant toil, 
 Leansona rock, and ſees his native foil 
With mangled carcaſes of men beſtrew d; 
Sees Orfar's hands in Jriſi blood imbru'd, 
Hears his majeſtic voice to conqueſt call, 
And ſees his native youth before him fall! 
Enrag'd, he rouſes all the ardent fire 

That Freedom and his country's cauſe inſpire. 
He chears the leaders of Arne's bands, | 
| Who hear with ready zeal his wiſe commands. 
« My friends,” the patriotic hero cries, 
This hour, fierce Orfar, or your Gen ral dies! 

* Unconquer'd ſtill, our native land defend, 

& Deſtroy the Danes, and all your dangers end- 
Ardent he ſpoke and with undaunted mien, 

Secks Orfar, glorious in the deathful ſcene, 


Who 
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And kindling vengeance ſparkles in his eyes. 
With blood-ſtain d ſwords the rival chiefs engage, 
Inſpir d with all the force of valour's rage; 
Both love and glory ſtimulate their ire, 
Thoſe grand incitements now at once conſpire 
To whet their courage in the gen'rous ſtrife, 
Cormac defends his country and his wife ; 
And Orfar is impell'd by valour's flame, 
To win a princeſs, and the wreath of fame! 
Ative and ſtrong, their keen-edg'd blades they 
wield, 
And their warm blood pours plenteouson the field; 
— Their helmets and their ſhields in pieces hewn, 
They fight all- breathleſs in the blaze of noon! 
At length the Dane, with a reſiſtleſs blow, 
Lopt the leſt arm of his majeſtic foe; 
Brave Cormac warm with life, deſpiſing pain, 
Makes a bold effort on his native plain; 
With one ſwift blow he cleft fierce Omar head, 
And laid the pride of Denmark's army dead! 
So the red light'ning from a cloud deſcends, 
And the high cliff with force tremendous rends; 
The ſmoaking fragments on the ſummit lie, 
And the loud craſh aſcends the echoing ſky! 
Thus died proud Orfer, and his broken hofl, 
Impell'd by terror, haſten to the coaſt; 
The ſhouting Iri/k their retreat purſue, 
And in th Invaders? blood their hands imbrus. 
The 


6286) 


The Danes their num'rous boats in haſte prepate, 
Their braveſt troops defend the flying rear. 
Like raging fire the IJriſi bands affail 
Their foes, and their refiſileſs pow'rs prevail: 
Plung'd in the tide the mingling warriors fight, 
Loft to the vanquiſh' d Danes the hope of flight! 
| Wounded, and fainting with the loſs of blood, 
They fink, expiring, ig the briny flood. 
The eager front of their purſuing foes 
The riſing waves in one dark grave encloſe ; 
Together they deſcend with hoſtile graſp, 
And hatred dies in their expiring gaſp! 
Meantime the half-fraught boats float o'er the tide 
To where the ſtately ſhips at anchor ride; 
The Danes their anchors weigh, and leave the coaſt, 
Where their belt warriors he in battle loſt; 
And Erin's Sons, victorious in the fight, 
Their voices in loud ſounds of joy unite. 
Meanwhile brave Cormac's friends theirGen' ralbear 
To where a hawthorn waves in ſummer's air ; 
There, ſhaded from the fun, his wounds they bind, 
| He reſts upon a molly bank reclin'd. | 
| Reviv'd---a momentary joy pervades 
His manly heart, he views the diſtant ſhades 
Beſide his cot, but ſees not Ellen there, 
Walk graceful o'er the flowery ſummits, fair! 
The diſtant ſhelt'ring glen his ſpouſe conceals, 
And her fair breaſt the pang of forrow feels. 
Beneath 
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Beis a branchy oak, beſide a ſpring, 
While o'er her head melodious thruſhes fing, 
She fits among her maids, in fad ſuſpenſe, 

Whilſt every ſudden noiſe affrights her ſenſe. 

Old Brian from a lofty hill ſurveys 

The field of battle with attentive gaze; 

With martial ardour fill'd, he ſees below 
His Countrymen their enemies o erthrow. 

Joy ſwells his thrilling boſom, and elate - 

He fees bold Victory on Erin wait; 

Sees her brave Sons triumphant on the plain, 

And death e' en to their boats purſue the Dane. 

A nearer object next attrafts his fight, 

He views a wounded warrior from the fight, 

Borne by bis friends.---Now ſudden fears arreſt 

The glowing tranſports of old Brian's breaft. 

He calls a youth © haſte downward and enquire 
His name, who ſeems juſt ready to expire: 

« Alas! I fear he is my valiant Son, 
* And that bis morning race of glory's run!” 
The youth deſcends, the dying hero ſees, 

Whoſe ebbing ſpirits fink by flow degrees. 
With frighted heart, the ſtripling cluabs the hill, 
_ While from his eyes ſpontaneous tears diſtill, 

Tour doubts, unhappy Brian, were too true, 

“ *Tis dying Cormac yonder meets our view.“ + 
The venerable Sire, with ſpee chleſs woe, 
Deſcends to the afflicted train below ; 


The 
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The grateful ſoldiers, with reſpeQful love, 
To aid the tottꝰ ring father quickly move. 
His father's preſence lights a gleam of joy 
In that pale viſage death ſhall ſoon deſtroy, 
And Cormac ſtrives to riſe---alas, in vain! 
He faints, o ercome by weakneſs and by pain. 
Reviv'd, old Brian claſp'd his conq'ring hand, 
* Oh! thou defender of our native land! 
He cries, © for Erin's weal my hero dies, 
To guard her Freedom thou didſt death deſpiſe.” 
© Yes, worthy Sire, the dying fon reply d. 
© To ſerve my Country was my chicfeſt pride! 
© Kind Heav'n with conqueſt bleſs'd our patriot 
© And Denmerk'spride lies low beneath their hands; 
© Thy preſence, Father, chears my fainting heart, 
© But—-where didft thou with my dear Ellen pan?” 
« I left her ſafe,” reply'd the mournful Sire. 
O0! Heav'n for ever bleſs my ſoul's deſire! 
* May my lov'd Ellen happineſs enjoy, 
And no invader Erin's peace deſtroy; 
May Liberty and ſocial love prevail 
© For ever here!——His dying accents fail; 
To ſcenes of peace and joy his ſpirit flies, 
And on the gory graſs his body lics. 
Sad ſounds of woe the woody hills refound, 
While his brave Friends their Leader's corſe 
ſurround ; 
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Of verdant boughs they form a ruſtic bier, 
And bear hun to his cot with grief fincere. 
Arriv'd, the cuſtomary rites with care 
To grace the noble warrior they prepare. 
Meantime along the ſhore Jernes hoſt 
See their defeated foes forſake the coaſt. 
The wounded to the villages they bear, 
And eaſe their anguiſh with fraternal care. 

The wearied warriors lay their arms afide 

Till nature's craving wants are ſatisfied ; 
Nutritious food and drink their ſtrength reſtore, 
With joyful looks they view the ſpacious ſhore 
And flying foe, whoſe ſhips at diſtance glide 
On the ſoft ſwellings of the ev'ning tide. 
Now from their green receſs the Bards appear, 
Their preſence the triumphant ſoldiers cheer; 
They riſe reſpe&fully, and loud acclaim | 
Salutes old Connal, whoſe fweet ſong is fame ! 
In his bright eyes the light of Gemus ſhone, 
And now as Totty vorce Oy won! 


ODE. 


How filently along the ſhore 
The gory foes of Erin he! 
Their threat'ning voices ſhall no more 
With foreign clamour fill the ſky. 


Lo! 
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Lo! where the vanquiſh'd prowlers fly 
From happy Erin's dang*rous coaſt, 

Daughters of Denmark loudly cry, 
And weep your deareſt lovers loſt. 


Around me ſtand the noble throng 
Who Erir's liberty ſecure, 

Their valour claims my grateful ſong 

Who for our Iſle ſuch toils endure. 


Ye guardians of each peaceful joy 
Which innocence beſtows, 

Your valiant efforts did deſtroy 
The pride of our invading foes. 


Now may our ſprightly maids again 
Their native villages adorn; 

And gracefully trip o'er the plain, 

| With faces blooming as the morn, 


Again, ye glorious Heroes, hail! 
Your deeds ſhall grace my daily fong; - 
And the light pinions of the gale 
Sall bear your fame our vales along. 


He ceas'd.--The youthful Bards withpleafing {kill 
The echoing groves with martial muſic fill; 
Their harps they next attune to ſofter ſtrains, 
And fing fair Freedom's reign on Erin's plains. 
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The warriors hear the ſong with ſilent joy, 
And no intruſive fears their peace annoy. 

The minſt rels ceaſe, and down the ſloping dales 
The voice of ſorrow vibrates in the gales. 


And lo! deſcending from the woody height, 
The wailing women haſte with pale affright. 


The mountain-villagers with joyful love 
To meet their deareſt friends with ardour move. 
Immingling with the bands the fearful fair 
Their forrow, or their lively joy declare. 
Some claip their heroes with a fond embrace, 
And ſudden happineſs illumes the face. 
While others their dear kindred's fall bewail, 
Who lie beneath the hand of flaughter pale! 
Now Ellen comes with her attendant maids, 
Like a bright viſion from the verdant ſhades ; 
Her raiment white, and her expreſſive face, 
Tho pale with grief, diſplays tranſcendant grace. 
For Cormac ſhe enquires but ſilent all 
With grateful tears weep his untimely fall. 
At length old Connal, with a ſecret ſigh, 
| Began © Fair Ellen, all mankind muſt die; 
« Some in the dangerous path of honour tread, 
« And early mingle with the peaceful dead; 
«© Whilſt others find the grave by flow degrees, 
« Oppreſs'd with age, misfortune, and diſeaſe. 

«© Thy Cormac, warm in Liberty's defence, 
* Repell'd our country's fell invaders hence; 

« By 
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« By his brave arm the Dan;/k General ſlain, 


« Lies cold and pale on Erin's glorious plain. 
« Vidtorious Cormac then, with woundsoppreſs'd, 
« Like a tirdlab'rer ſunk to filent reſt.” | 
Dim anguiſh veils the luſtre of her eyes 
She faints——unconſcious of her maidens cries, 
Till nature's vital pow'r her life reſtores, 
Then thus impaſſion d ſhe her loſs deplores : 
« Life of my deareſt hopes, and art thou dead! 
« Alas! my youthful happineſs is fled. 
« Oh Cormac! Cormac! never will thy voice 
« With ſweeteſt ſounds of love my foul rejoice. 
« Ah! whatto me my country, now he's loſt? 
« Dear is the price our Liberty has coſt. 
« Alas! my boding heart too plainly told 
« I neer again ſhould my dear love behold, 
* Blooming in manly grace by death deſtroy d 
« Low lies my ſoul's defire; my boſom's pride, 
« My loſt, loſt huſband!' Here convulſive fighs 
Suppreſs d her voice, and tears bedew'd her eyes; ; 
Faſt flowing down the lucid drops of grief 
Afford her ſwelling heart a ſhort relief. 
Then ſtarting up with an impatient bound, 
She darts her penetrating looks around, 3 
And begs they'll lead her to where Cormac, dead, 
Lies with ſpring's ſweeteſt bloſſoms round him 
Arriv'd, ſhe views him pale and mangled lie, 
And not a riſing tear ſhines in her eye. 

2 ” 
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Down finks the tender Ellen and her breath 
In ſudden gaſps foretells approaching death. 
From her fond heart the warm arterial blood, . 
Burſts forth with ſudden, ſuffocating flood; 
She dies Her weeping maids behold her fall, 
But no kind aid her ſpirit can recall. 
Beſide her huſband plac'd, her body lies ; 
And mournful friends attend their obſequies. 
Now evening's folemn twilight uſhers night, 
And darkneſs overwhelms the fading light. 
The martial Bands, fatigu'd, retire to reſt, 
With Victory, and Peace, and Freedom blefs'd ! 
The field of battle, ſtrew'd with mangled lain, 
Exhibits now a melancholy train ; 
In groups the women ſearch for ſiaughter'd friends, 
The feeble ſtar-light ſmall aſſiſtance lends ; 
| But ſoon fair Cynthia, riſing o'er the main, 
Pours light o'er all the mountains, vales, and plain 
Then ſome who find their friends, in ſad deſpair, * 
Fill with terrific cries the guſty air; 
The riſing gales figh in the waving grove, 
And gliding clouds conceal the moon above; 


Oft through the parting gloom the lunar light, 
Gives all the various objets to the ſight, 

And ſhews the women weeping o'er the dead, 
Where the freſh verdure is with gore o erſpread. 
All night they mourn, till chearful morn removes 
Dull darkneſs, and diſplays the yernal groves. 

- C 
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The warriors ſummon d by the martial horn, 
March to the field, where wet with dews of morn, 
Stuff, ghaſtly, pale, and horrid to the eye, 
The flain in wide promiſcuous ruin he! 
Commanded by their chiefs, the bands with care, 
Now to the grave the mangled bodies bear. 


| The Danes they bury in the gory plain, 


And no memorials of their name remain. 


In a deep trench they lay their native dead, 
Who nobly for their country's Freedom bled ; 
And o'er the grave, a loſty trophy rear, 
Which shall their fame to future times declare. 
The Bards attend to grace their obſequies, - 
Meantime their friends with mingled tearsand fighs, 
Bear Cormac and fair Ellen to the tomb, 
Where on a hill, unfading laurels bloom! 
There Connal goes with fadly-folcmn pace, 
While tears bedew his venerable face ! 
Deſcending oer his hoary beard they ſhine, 
The offspring of his feeling heart benign ! 

With plaintive melody, above their grave 

He ſtands, and mourns the beautiful, and brave. 


DIRGE. 
Together in this earthy tomb, 
In prime of life, and beauty's bloom ; 
Brave Cormac and his Ellen dead, 
Lie with the graſſy turf o erſpread. 
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Alas ! no more his voice ſhall warm, 
Our youth to brave war's iron ſtorm! 
No more ſhall Ellen grace the grove, 
Sacred to friendſhip, peace, and love. 


Below in yonder trophied plain, 
Lie Er:n's fons, in battle ſlain; 
With life they purchas'd victory, 
And left their native Iſland free. 
Dear honor'd heroes !—-loſt in fight, 
Behold us from the climes of light! 
And ſhield Jerne's Liberty! 


Ambitious Denmark !---ſcourge of earth | 
Thy foil gives cruel ſpoilers birth, 
Where er they come defſtruQtive death, 
But lately yonder fummits rung, 

With rains of love, by Ellen ſung; . 
Now loſt in filence! and her charms * 

No more her Cormac's boſom warms. 


Alas! how many maids ſhall mourn, 
Their lovers, who will ne'er return! 
And widows ſhall with tearful eyes, 
Ah! fee where Brian wrapt in woe, 
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The hope and glory of his age, 
Was loſt amid the batile's rage ! 


Adieu! unconſcious duſt adieu! 

Our tears ſhall often flow for you ; 
And oft the forrow-breathing (train, 
Shall of your ſudden death complain. 
Your lov'd remembrance ne'er ſhall die, 
While yonder fun illumes the ſky ; 
For you the Bards, in future days, 
Will chaunt tradjtionary lays. 


Reſponſive to his voice, the Bards around, 

With their fweet harps make woods and rocks 
reſound 8 

On the ſoft breeze the mellow muſic flies, 

And mingling ſounds melt in the diſtant ſkies. 

Now, venerable Connal on a height, 

Stands forth conſpicuous to the army's ſight ; 

Whith ſands arrang'd in ranks, and all attend 

To the wiſe counſel of their faithful friend. 

« My Countrymen !” the haary Bard began, 

6 I ſee our fame aſcend like rifing daun; 

*I ſee progreſſive arts our Iſland grace, 

* And population, wealth, and joy increaſe. 

« Our Liberty's ſecur'd by native might, 

« Which put our ſanguine enemies to flight; 

Nov, in fraternal love, our riſing youth 


& Shall live, and flouriſh in the ſmiles of truth ; 
— 
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Rut if ambition prompts a brothers mind, 
« To violate the rights of humankind; 
Let love of Liberty, and public zeal, 
* Doom growing tyranny your wrath to feel. 
« Still let the ſapient ſages, white with years, 
* Direct your councils, dry the widow's tears 
4 Preſerve the orphan to his country dear ! 
4 And by wiſe laws, bid juſtice flouriſh here. 
* Oftlet your hardy youth, their weapons wield, 
To arms accuſtom'd in the peaceful field: 
' & Then when the ſtormy horns of war ſhall found, 
* They'll pant to be like you, with laurels crown'd; 
And ftill preſerve their native country free, 
4 Thus nurtur'd in the love of Liberty. 
* Now to your homes, our Erin's guardians, go, 
« And pleaſure to your penſive friends beſtow ! 
* Again you ſhall behold your women's charms, 
_ & Preſerv'd unblemiſh'd, by your conq'ring arms 
4 Your patrimony by your nſk ſecur d, 
« Shall yield you earth's refreſhing fruits matur d. 
« Your flocks and kine the verdant hills ſhall graze, 
« And ripning corn reflef the ſolar rays; 
« Again the ſhepherd's pipe with fimple ſtrain 
4 Shall with the melody of love complain; 
Or breathing ſprightly airs the heart rejoice, 
« While blooming maids reſpond with dulcet 
voice ! 

« Adicu ye chiefs! adieu each noble band! 
* Ye brave defenders of our happy land. 

cc Thus 
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& Thus join d in love, one fades es hn ein 

& Shall with their hoſtile thouſands load the main. 
« 'Tis concord gives you pov r,, the torrent's force, 
Wich feeble effort murmurs near its ſuurce; 
« But join'd by many ſtreams adown the ſteep, 
It rolls impetuous with reſiſtleſs ſweep ! | 

« Still, when your foes invade, like brethren join, 
Then ſhall the light of glory on you ſhine; 

*%* And Erin blooming mid the wavy fea, 
« Shall be for ever ſaſe, for ever free.” 
He ccas'd—-and joyful ſhouts of loud acclaim, 
Triumphant riſe, and ſwell with Er:in's name. 
The happy conquerors return'd again 
To cultivate the fertile hill and plain ; 
Where, chear'd by health, of ſocial love poſſeſs'd, 
They flouriſh'd with the ſmiles of Freedom bleſs'd. 
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INDEPENDENCE ; 


AN ODE. 


— 1 | 

Let flaves and flatt'rers ſtoop and bow; 
I cannot make this ron knee 

Bend to a meaner power | 
Than that which form'd it free! Warrs. 
1 dignifies 

With virtue the aſpiring mind; 

Then Fancy can triumphant riſe 
To views of knowledge unconfin'd. 


Unaw'd by Pow'r, with Contemplation's aid; 
The free-born mortal in the ſtudious ſhade 


ba wiſdom and of ſcience ſoars; 
ingling with the buſy ſocial throng, 
. 
„„ 


The nation where the genial ſmile 
Of Independence beams, ſhall riſe 
Above the pow'r of foreign guile,- 
And Liberty's lov'd preſence prize. 
But ah! when overpower'd a nation pines, 
No longer Freedom's bliſsful luſtre ſhines 
Envelop'd by dull Deſpotiſm's gloom ; 
Such thy ſad ſtate, degraded Por and! now 
Gigantic Tyranny with lofty brow, 
| Stalks o'er thy fertile fields, and blaſts their bloom. 
How 
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Ho pleafant tis to live retir'd, 
And cultivate the tuneful art, 
By the benignant Muſe infpir'd, 
To breathe the ſtrain that warms the heart! 
To ramble unconfin'd as light or air, 
Where the freſh green diſplays its flow'rets fair, 
And from its mofly ſtem to pluck the roſe; 
To ſwim the Jucid lake, or. wavy tide, 
When ſummer's gorgeous bloom 1 in full-blown 
pride, * 
With light and heat's refulgent glory glows. 


Dear Independence! o'er my head 
Thy foul-ennobling arm extend, 
And, *till I mingle with the dead, 
Thy ardent votary befriend ! 
Thy aid is all 1 aſk ; of Fortune's ſtore, 
Juſt what's ſufficient give—I need no more : 
And frugal competency will ſuffice ; 
A richer treaſure than the pureſt gold, 
Bright Science to my reaſon can unfold — 
»Tis intellectual wealth alone I prize. 


O! what delightful ſounds are thoſe 
That tremble in the ev*ning air; ES 
While riſing from the pink and roſe, 


*Tis Beauty's voice, attun'd by Love, 

That breathes the ſoul-impaſſion'd firain: 

Pure paſſion! ſent from Heav'n above 
To mitigate our varied pain. 


Without the zeſt of fweet defire 
How taſteleſs would exiſtence be! 
Love can the higheſt joy inſpire, 


When the young virgin's beauteous eyes 
Their keen, electric fire impart, 

We feel the ſoft emotion rife, 

And fwell to rapture in the heart. 
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The graceful form, the blooming face, 
The boſom ripe in perfect charms; 

Zach geſture harmoniz ' d by grace, 
Each fmile that animates and warms. 


| Light treſſes, that in circlets play 
Luxuriant o'er the ſhoulders fair, 
ee 


Should pride o'er ſympathy prevail; 
The lovely idol prove unkind; 
Then forrow's keeneſt darts affail, 


Diſconſolate—involv'd in woe 
| The tender votary retires ; 
And, loſt toevery joy below, 

A victim to his love, expires. 


Ohl how delicious, happy love! 
The ſoft-breath'd vows, bow ſoothing ſweet, 
When whiſper'd in the ſecret grove. 


When the light breeze of ev ning ſtrays 
O'er all the landſcape's varied ſcene, 

And Nature her rich charms diſplays 
In rural elegance ſerene. 


Ohl 
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Oh! how delightful to attend 
The charming miſtreſs of the heart, 
And with gay converſe meekly blend 
Fond language, never known toart! 


Whether along the winding fide 
Of the clear rivulet we ſtray, - 
Or climb the hill, to view the pride 
Of ev'ning's glory fade away. 


An Eden till ſhall bleſs our eyes, 
_ Embelliſh'd by creative Love! 
Tis Love creation beautifies, 
In Earth below and Heav'n above! 


ODE 
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ODE TO SPRING. 


WELCOME to our longing ſight, 
Lovely Sex1ixc !—with true delight 
We behold thy bliſsful charms, 
Which the coldeſt boſom warms. 
 Soft'ning breezes, length'ning days, 
Vivid lights, more glorious rays; 
Riſing verdure, beauteous flow'rs, 
Op'ning in the meads, and bow'rs. 
Sex1xc! thoſe pleaſing gifts are thine ! 
Now the fields with daifies ſhine ; 
Now the moſſy banks diſplay 
Violets blooming in the day ; 
Primroſes, and cowſlips ſweet, 
Flouriſh in each green retreat. 

See! for thee the wild-roſe blooms, 
Honeyſuckles breathe perfumes ; 
And the pure, refreſhing air, 

Fans thy youthful boſom fair. 

At thy pow'rful ſmile, the maid, 
Sighing in the grove's green ſhade, 
Feels Love's ſoſt emotions fwell 
Her fond heart, where virtues dwell : 


While 
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While her dear, attentive ſwain, 
Pines with ſympathetic pain! 
O'er the plains, the hills, and vales, 
Thy Elyfian ſmile prevails; 
And the lambs, with fportive bound, 
Frolic o'er the flow'ry ground. 
Nature's faireſt child benign, 
Sent by Providence Divine ! 
Welcome! welcome! to our eyes, 
With thy irain of Loves and Joys! 


. ELEGY 
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ELEGY TO PEACE. 


— __—— 


FROM the bright regions of eternal joy 
Thou friend of man, delightful Pz acz, deſcend! 
Then ſhall ferocious War no more deſtroy, 
But nations into laſting friendſhip blend. 


Ah! hear afflited Nature's plaintive cries, 
Who mourns the miſeries her children feel : 
Let thy lov'd preſence cheer her bright' ning eyes, 
And ſheath for ever Death's deſtructive ſteel, 


Suppreſs vindiQtive wrath, and tyrant pride, 
Thoſe worſt of fiendsthathaunt the human mind; 
With olive ſceptre o'er the world preſide, 
And real Freedom give to all mankind. 


Then ſhall the drum unbrac'd and filent lie, 
And deathful arms in fable ruſt decay: 
The bolt of war no more ſhall hifling fly, 
No more ſulphureous ſmoke obſcure the day. 
No 
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No more ſhall bombs burſt with exploſive roar, 
Andwithtierce flames the wealthy townsdevour ; 
No more the hind his waſted farm deplore, 
Nor ghaſtly Famine o'er the landſcape low'r. 


The Arts and Sciences, oh! gracious Pzacz!. 
Shall {louriſh, bleſt with thy inſpiring ſmile ; 
Wiſdom and truth ſhall o'er the world increaſe, 
And yruBLIc ZEAL take place of felfiſh guile. 


Beneath thy guidance ſhall the hand of toil 
With Agriculture's treaſures fill the land; 
Rapine no more ſhall Nature's charms deſpoil, _ 
Nor men expire at Tyranny” s command. 


Then Juſtice ſhall her guardian arm extend, 
And equal laws preſerve each ſocial right; 
And Piety from higheſt Heav'n deſcend, 
To guide the human race to endleſs light. 


Come, bliſsful Prack! our wiſhes realize, 
And over harrafs'd Europe joy diſpenſe; 


O come! and with one glance of thy bright eyes, 
Chace all the Demons of DeſtruQtion hence. 


ELEGY 
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ELEGY TO MARIA. 


COME, dear Max 1A, miſtreſs of my heart! 
And let us Spring's increafing beauties trace; 
But all her ſcented tints can ne er impart 
Such pleaſure as thy health-illumin'd face. 


My deareſt love! thy bluſh of has. 

Thy timid glance, and modeſt downcaſt eyes, 
Appear more lovely to my raptur'd view 

Than Spring's foft ſmile that Nature beautifics, 


So Venus bluſh'd, emerging from the main, 
When her enchanting graces roſe to light; | 
So looks Aurora o'er the dewy plain, 

When her effulgence triumphs over night. 


I love to chaunt my youth ſul charmer's praiſe, 

| Prefs thy foft hand, and hear thy dulcet voice; 

I love on thy delightful face to gaze, 
While thy ſweet blandiſhments my heart rejoice. 
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Come, with the bloom of Hebe in thy cheek, 
Thy light-brown hair, and eyes of mildeſt blue! 

Come, lightly range the breezy mead, and feek 
The freſheſt flow'rets gemm'd with purcft dew. 


If aught on earth my ſoul could idolize, 
To ruEE I would implicit homage pay; 
To Tnt:—whoſe ſmiles my fancy oft ſurpriſe 
With tranſient glimpſes of celeſtial day. 


| But Reaſon, conſcious that thoſe charms muſt fade, 

Bids my fond heart its ardent zeal repreſs; 

And wt :fpers * Woo and win the charming maid, 
« W hoſe virtues ſhall thy ſocial moments bleſs.” 
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WRITTEN IN RAVENSDALE PARK®, 
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Remembrance wakes with all her buſy train, 
Swells in wy heart, aud turus the paſt to pain. 
| Cors. 


H AlL, native ſhades! where in my youthful hours, 
Wich guiltleſs gaiety and health ſerene, 
I found pure pleaſure in your ſhelt' ring bow'rs, 
When ſummer' s ſunſhine gilt the beauteous ſcene. 


When love's ſoſt ſeelings warm'd my youthful 
5 breaſt, : n = 
Oſt thro? thy ſcented walks, dear Ravenſdale ! 
I've rambled, with M az14's converſe bleft, 

When Nature's ſylvan muſic fill'd the gale. 


A beautifully piftureſque woody valley and mountain- 
| fide, near the Village where the Author was born, in the 
County of Louth, and Province of Leinſter, IXS IAN. 


How 


1 
How ſveet] to hear my love's impaſſion'd voice, 
By echo gently whilper'd from the ſhade! 
Ho fair her form! my heart's ſelected choice, 
In the white robe of innocence array'd! 


Now low ſhe lies in the oblivious grave, 
While here the lovely bow'ry ſcenes remain: 
Thus time and death our comforts oft bereave, 
And render earthly expectations vain. 5 


Hark! how the dove, with wild melodious tone, 
Breathes tender plaints in the reſponding grove: 

Thus would my foul my darling's loſs bemoan, 

While from my eyes deſcend the tears of love! 


Adieu! ye ſolitary ſhades, adieu! 

Ireland's green laurel creeps along the ground 
In your dark maze; and where the moſs-roſe grew, 
The nightſhade and unpleaſant fern abound. : 


Vet may your laurels, gliſt'ning in the light, 
CrownIre'and's ſons; your bow'rs may yet contain 

True lovers who ſhall here their hands unite; 
Then ſhall my mournful Muſe no more complain. 


SEDUCTION. 


ET 


SEDUCTION; 
AN ELEGY. 


LIKE ſome ſweet roſe by blighting winds affail'd, 
Unhappy Naxcr's living beauties fade ; 

Her treach'rous lover o'er her heart prevail'd, 

His wiles her virgin innocence betray d. 


- Retir'd ſhe fits, abſorb'd in ſpeechleſs woe, 
| While lucid tears inflame her aching eyes; 
Down her pale cheek the drops of forrow flow 
On her white boſom fwell'd with mis'ry's fighs, 


Alas! how chang'd!—the artleſs ſmile of joy 
Diffus'd its luſtre o'er her charming face; 
Her dylcet voice was tun'd by melody, 
Her perfect form was deck d by every grace, 


With meek Content ſhe paſs'd the tranquil days, 
And Modeity her gentle bolom ſway d, 
When firſt ihe heard her ſelfiſh lover's praiſe, 
And felt ſoft Paſſion's pow'r her mind invade. 
Then 
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Then Love's ſeductive voice, with pleaſing art, 
Charm'd the ſweet girl o'er Pleaſure's flow'ry 
way; 

But now—diſhonour'd and deſpis'd—her heart 

Mid Sorrow's darkneſs finds no cheering ray. 


Ah! why fo credulous, ye lovely ſex! 

Why will you graceleſs Libertines approve ? 
 Ev'njoin'd in wedlock, they your hearts will vex, 
Thoſe ſenſualiſts are too deprav'd to love. 


By this criterion prove the man fincere— 
Unblemiſh d candour dignifies his mind: 
True love is modeſt, artlefs, prone to fear; 


HOLMS- 
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WHILE morning'schearful ſmile illumes the ſkies, 
And Nature's richeſt ſcen'ry beautifies, 
Along the hills of Cuzv' NIN I let us ſtray, 
And Horus p AL Es fair variety pourtray. 
South-weſt, the vallies in ſoft windings blend, 
And yonder weſtward, ſloping hills aſcend; 
There, inter mingled groves, and rip'ning corn, 
Reflect in various hues the light of morn. 

Along the beauteous vale fair villas ſhine, 

And architecture's graceful forms combine 

With Nature's lovelier charms: the tufted trees, 
And funny lawns, that ſcent the vital breeze; 
Where light and ſhade in pleaſing contraſt give 
The landſcape's traits diſtin, and bid them live! 
Far eaſtward this delightful ſcene extends, 

Till finking from the view the profpett ends. 

See northward, o'er the vale high hills ariſe, 
Along their cultur'd ſides the reaper plies 

His ſhining ſickle, or the ſhock uprears, 

While age and infancy, with prying cares, 
Behind him bending, glean the ſcatter'd grain, 


Nor are their economic labours vain. 


* Abeautiful valley in Kent. 
t The reſidence of Earl Sra x HO E. 
His 
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Now nearer rural beautics pleaſe our fight, 
Where Cnzv*x1Nc's verdant bow'rs ſwell in the 
light - | 

The lofiy villa juſt below us ſhines, 
Ionic delicacy firm combines 
The noble pile;—in front a winding vale 
Diſplays its copſes waving in the gale; 
Enboſom'd by high hills, that northward tow'r, 
Where various trees form many a ſylvan bow'r. 
Before the ſouthern front, with wavy blaze, 
A clear canal reflects the morning rays! 
Along its banks a level lawn extends, 
And in a branchy grove the proſpect ends. 
Ol! richly piE&Xreſque view! with true delight, 
While I behold it from this woody height, 
I feel impatient thither to deſcend, 

Where ſweeteſt ſhrubs and flow'rs their odours 
blend. 
There pureſt air along the viſtas ſtrays, 
And ſhady groves exclude warm autumn's rays; 
There STaxnors rules, with patriarchal love, 
While all with grateful hearts obedient move. 
Thus circling planets round the central ſun, 
With ſmootheſt order, in their orbits run. 
Long may he live! bclov'd and honor'd here, 
Enjoying pleaſures pei:nar ent, ſincere; 
The friend of Freedom, 2:: ach uſeful Art, 
That can new heppineſs to man impart. 
Long live the Patriot! honor'd and belov'd, 
Suſtain'd by Viriuc, and by Truth approv'd. 
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